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know that and went  away without  murdering anyone in
particular.
But in Virginia everything becomes historic at once. . . .
Even, looking back from here across the Potomac, Washing-
ton itself seems to bask in the tender light of history. I can
see President Washington in his cocked hat and ruffles, on
the top of the bluff across the water. He is pointing inland
with his cane, the young French engineer, PEnfant, attentive
at his side.
L' Enfant now sleeps somewhere quite near here in the
cemetery, and it always pleases me to think that in the
century or so that succeeded his death, though every kind
of financier, speculative builder, and jerrymanderer tried to
get changes made in the plans of the city, it was always to
PEnfant's original plan that they had to retum> so strong is
the Mediterranean influence even at this distance away
along the Great Route. It has to prevail here because of
the suave climate, the white sunlight, the material ats dis-
posal, the slope of the hills, and the tempo of the thoughts
in the mind. You could not, building in wood, achieve any
dignity or harmony except in this style, nor could you here
think leisurely in any other form of building. Nor, indeed, in
buildings that never get far from the Maison Carree at
Nimes could you have dwellings other in shape than that of
the here traditional dog-run arrangement. You build a temple
with the peak of the roof above the entrance; then to get as
much head-room as possible on the upper or upmost floor
you must have your corridor in the middle. And the lower
corridors must be below that one. So the dwelling-rooms
must open out on each side, and there you are.
I am bound to say that, with the contrariety that dis-
tinguishes a proper man, the house I like best of those that
I know in Virginia is Gunston Hall, with its red-brick
suggestion of the age of Queen Anne in England. But I
dare say it is the box walks and timber round the house that
really take my fancy and the staircase and other interior
fixings * * . and the relative smallness, Westover and the

